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even touching the people who, always gently, shook
them off.

Next morning, the palace messenger once more
arrived and demanded an interview with me. He
announced that the Shereef sent a parcel he held under
his arm. It proved a long leaden tube, about three
inches in diameter. I had never yet seen such an object
but Mahomed Salie certainly had, for he smacked
his lips and skilfully unscrewed a little lid at one end.
This brought to light a long, thin handle which I pulled.

Out came , . . something white, smooth and shape-
less, with a sweet smell . . . ice-cream! In all my life
I was never so surprised. Here at Mecca, amid the
desert, where, as Kipling says of another place, "a
man can raise a thirst!"

Eagerly I took the spoon (that was the long handle
at which I pulled), and put some of the deliciously
cold contents to my lips. Alas! Sweetness such as
I had never thought possible, worse than the flavour of
saccharine, went tingling down my neck. Despite all
its heavenly iciness the taste was intolerable for a
European. This I rank among the great disappoint-
ments of my life. With astonished eyes the Matof saw
me put down the tube and cease eating.

"What, Haji, is it not good?"

"I don't know/1 I said noncommitally.   "Tiy.it."

Mahomed did not take long to follow this command
His smacking lips showed that the dainty certainly
was to his taste.

"Where did the Shereef get the ice?" I inquired*